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Dostoevsky's friends found for him an apartment in the
great city, furnished it and hired a cook. When his train
pulled into the station his brothers Mikhail and Nicolai, the
writer Miliukov and other friends were waiting on the plat*
form and waved joyously when they caught sight of him.
The train stopped. Dostoevsky jumped from the footboard.
"There he is!" There were shouts, laughter, embraces.
"Ten years! After ten years!"
"He had not changed physically," writes Miliukov, "his
eyes had an even more fearless look than before, and he did
not seem to have lost any of his energy."